I4	THE STORY OF THE MOORS.       [chap. n.
" Last night I was the King of Spain, to-day no king am I;
Last night fair castles held my train, to-night where shall I lie;
Last night a hundred pages did serve me on the knee,
To-night not one I call my own, not one pertains to me.
'' O luckless, luckless was the hour, and cursed was the day
When I was born to have the power of this great seigniory;
Unhappy me that I should live to see the sun go down this
nights
O Death, why now so slow art thou, why fearest thou to smite ? "
So was Roderich supposed to bewail himself in a
ballad quoted by Cervantes, and therefore certainly
older than the sixteenth century. A worthless man
himself, the fact of being the last of his race led to his
being pitifully lamented by his people. Long did they
look for him to reappear ; and gradually a belief grew
up that he had spent the end of his life in penance.
His chronicle gives a beautiful legend of how he
wandered to a convent near Merida, where a monk
named Romano, taking pity on his anguish of mind,
went fourth with him, carrying with them a little image
of the Blessed Virgin, till they came to the mountain
of Alcobaga, where they found a cave, which they
enlarged with their own hands, and there dwelt to-
gether ; the good monk comforting the fallen king
through his bitter penance and the many temptations
from which he suffered in the earlier part of his retire-
ment. After some time Romano died, and Roderich
found another hermitage near Visgo, where he died ;
and Spanish chroniclers declared that they had seen a
tomb inscribed
Hie requiescat Rudericus ultimus Rex Gothorum.
Some even said he had entered the to.mb alive with
a serpent who devoured him.

